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Another morning, on embarking to set off down-
river, Napo was not to be found anywhere. We
called and called in every direction, but no
response, no answering howls in the distance to tell
us his whereabouts. We were in a quandary. But
abruptly a call came from an Indian who had
spotted him within a few feet of us. He was lying
"doggo" under a bush, motionless and soundless.
My reaction was that he realised it was time to take
off again, that he had become fed up with the
Oriente and our whole business and wanted to go
home.
However, eventually he palled up with an Indian
dog which later became attached to the Expedition,
and Napo soon learned all the wrinkles about jungle
life from her.
At first, I thought he was a bit of a damn fool
But I was soon to change my mind. One day, while
awaiting carriers on the trail, I wandered off into
the bush for a look-around. Idling thoughtlessly
along, I missed my direction at a river crossing. I
was soon puzzling my brain to get orientated and
find my way out when suddenly I turned and there
was Napo.
He seemed to know my predicament at once, and
with two friendly yelps to reassure me he dis-
appeared into the jungle. Within a few minutes he
had found the trail and set up an insistent bark-
ing that guided me to the others without delay.
Here he met me delightedly, quite obviously